THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

At the door he said: "Send me one of your books.55 I
felt disappointed; the hollow compliment seemed un-
worthy of so real a person. When the man I had first
seen greeted me and hoped I had had an enjoyable
conversation, I replied: "Most varied and interesting,
but I wish he hadn't told me to send him a book he will
never open.5' The secretary looked pained. "No," he
protested, "he doesn't ask for books he won't read.55 . . .
To all this the major in the Salisbury hotel listened
attentively. When I had finished he was silent for some
seconds and then said: "Well, I daresay he's a very
pleasant fellow, since you say so; but why does he go
about with that scowl on? What about a glass of sherry
before you take the road?"

"It might help to console us about the international
situation/' I said; so we had our glass of sherry.

When I was paying my bill I remembered an old

intention of visiting the local museum, repository of

many finds from the Plain and (I believe) the skeleton of

a Giant. But no; I was not meant to see local museums;

this happened to be the day the museum was shut.

Mildly exasperated I thought I would get out of the town

at once.  I had half a mind to cut south-west to Broad-

chalke and the high downs. But I hadn't been there since

Maurice Hewlett died there.   I stayed there often with

him in his old monastic building with the clear, weedy,

chalk-stream full  of small  trout  rippling  along  the

bottom of the garden; the little fountain enclosed by

cypresses to remind him of Tuscany; the small bridges

across the stream; the quiet library where he wrote

standing up at a lectern; and where I had sat up late
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